THE 


4 000 [20S 


* 


24 IN A 


LETTER 


To HIS 


EXCEL LENCY 
The Lord Cuts: 


Occaſi on'd by the late Glorious Succeſs | 
of HER MAJESTYY. Arms. 


R PRI Va A R 10 Ferne; * Hoſtium 
. Fer, þ Meonii Carminis alite. Hor. 


— — — — 


0 —_ 3 a — 


C 


Kn Printed for B. Bragg 5 
M. e in Eſſex ſtreet, Dablin, 9 


1 OE hos . SI 


— 


ritish Warriour, 


Sex. Fo 


And Re-Princed for | 


_ 


— —— — 


— — - — — * — — 
— 
— 
5 566 
_ 
* 
* 
1 
* 
* - 
” 
" 
. 
* 
* 
- 
* 
* * 
- 
. i 4 | 
-> 
” 
| * 
- 
i 1 
4 
* — . | 
: - 
i * 
0 
* 
5 
| 1 
. % 
- 
- 
. 
: f 
; - 
* 
* 
| = 
5 
* 
* 
- 
- 
; * 
" 
: * . 
. A 
CY 
* 
— 
* 
* — 
pe - 
4 0 
| : * 
| . 
* 
5 
„ * f ; 
* 
— E | 
o C79 
. 
* 
5, © 
* | 
* 
_ 
1 . 
80 * 
19 
as = 
— — _ ” 
a 4 
© 
- 
. 
* - 
a— — 
- _ _—_ j 
» uu 
4 
_ 
- 
= ; N 
— 
- 
, 
= 
—_= 4 
2 
— 
* 
- £ 
* 
- 
— 
= : ; : 
P 1 
i —— — . 2 


— AAA — 


137 


1 EE RE 


B R 1 1 [ 5 H 
WARRIOUR. 


HE Britifo Muſe in Chancer firſt began, 
All Nature liſt ning to chte wondrous, Man ; 
Our ragged Youth upon his Accents E 
And Melted at the Muffe of his Song : 
Strong was his voice, and'fprightly were his. Lays, 
Which warm'd, but wanted ftill the Pow'r to raiſe, 
Ill the Muſe taught the follom ing Bards co ſoar  -_ 
Thro' beauteous Worlds ot Wir unknown before. as. 
The Tree he planted took a gen tous Root, 
Shot into Boughs, and bent with golden F tur 
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Under whoft fair auſpicious Shade were ſeen _ 

An Eden loſt and won, a Farry neen, ” 

A Moor to, Doubts betray d, and lofry Cataline. . = 
Wit them-all-lovely' and Gigatrick ſtocd. 

Like the large Sons of Men cots par Flood; ; 


* 


And teem'd an Off- ſpring of a Manly Grace; 
Whoſe vaſt Athletick Limbs, and wondrous Fire, 
| Still own'd the b: awny Vigour of the Sire. 
| But how ualike our Modern Race does prove: 
The haſty Product of unkfiniſh'd Love; 
” The puling Brat ſcarce lifts its fooliſh Eyes, 
But ſickning at the Light ſinks down and dies. 


| An Ebb of Judgment, and a Flux of Rhime, 
; Mob'd poor Apollo in an antick Dreſs, 
EI. And with unhallow'd Ballads choak'd the Preſs; 
{ — Created Heroes to the World unknown, 
And dawb'd a Sign-Poſt Warriour of their own. 
A Churchill they to Withrington debaſe, 
And fink beneath the Lays of Chivy-Chaſe : © 
| Departed Chiefs, who were in Battel ſlgin, | , 
Atte rais' from Death to be deſtroyd again; 
Wbo curſing Pen and Ink, leſs fearful ſtand, 
Of their brave Foes, than of the Writer's Hand. 


And wittily advis d the ſcribling oꝶnn 
T'applaud his Follies, but to damn their own; 


(Oh that his Muſe was delicate as lud )) 
Whilſt all his labour'd Volum but affords 
A ſwoln and windy Timpany of Words; 


How like a Fiend his rhiming Chetub ſings; 

A Rumbling he mounts, and, talks of mori Wars, 

| - Deſcribes his Journey, and lampoons the Stars, 

Iill hiſs'd with Scorn from the Ethereal Plain, 
Down drops the heavy, Wight to Earth again; 
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The well-pleas'd Muſe confeſs'd a ſtrong Embrace, 


Long have our Witlings ſhewn our wond'ring Time, 


A knighted Bard Poetick Rules has ſhewn, 5 N 
, 
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Deafned with ſturdy Verſe che liſt'ning Crowd. 


When upwards his unuſual/Flight he wings, 


And whilſt he ſtands reveal' to mortal View, 
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185 | We IH 
See at your Feet the ſuppliant Milton lies, 
Started by Witchcraft from the nerher Skies; 
An Oxford Muſe invok'd his trembling Spright, 
And conjur'd his unwilling Ghoſt to Light: | 
Affrighted Nature ſick'ned at the Shew , | 
As if ſhe fear'd to be enchanted too. 
| See how the Furies cleave the yielding Ground, 


. the young Wizard walks his magick Round, 
uch isthe pow'rof Verſe, and ſuch the force of Sound. 


Sonorous Bard, what happy Accents throng 


* 


Around thy Lips, and thunder from thy Tongue: 


W har racking. Throws affli& thy Iab'ring Brain, 

We ſee with Wonder, and we read with Pain. 

O, would you cer deſerve eternal Praiſe, 

And juſtly Imitate our Mzlton's Lays ; 
Would you excel the deathleſs Song of Greece, 

+ Make Satan then the Hero of your Piece 

Relate what Wits, like Thee, attend his Throne, 

And ſing his ſooty Empire not unknown; 
No other Chief, no other Theme can be 
Worthy a Mule poſſeſs' d, and worthy Thee. 
A Douty Piece came pricking o'er the Plain , 
In ancient Guiſẽ I weet, and Spencer's Strain, 
Of Fancy nice diſdain'd our modern Mode, 
Stept out a Ballad, tho yclzpt an Ode; 

Like Durfey's Dame of Honour tun'd its Lays, 

To good Queen Beſſe's Reign, and golden Days, 

In comely farthingal the Muſe was dreſt , 

Thus whilom Fate ordain'd; and Fove's Bebeſt: 

No modiſh Pinch of all-defiling Snuff 

Profan'd the well-quill'd Beauty of her Ruff. 

From Sternhsld all her ſhining Phraſe ſhe drew, 

Thus ancient Rithm I wiſt corrects the new : 


| + 'T 3s cbſerv'd by Mr Dryden that Milton made the Devil his Hero. 
B 
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To frisk in fairy Ground 7 ween to prone, 
Speaks others Engliſh, bur'forgets her own. 

Thus all their Arts our leſſer Poets uſe, 
To force a Genius, and provoke a Muſe, 
Whilſt from their Arms the airy Beauty flics, 
Looks frowhing back, and chides them with her Eyes: 
Tho' on a Cloud their jilted hopes are loſt, 0 | 


The vain Ixious ſtill a Conqueſt boaſt, 
And ſtill are Witty ------- at the Reader's Coſt. 


Not fo, My Lord, your Manlier Siege could fail, 
Nature and Art have made your Suit prevail; 
A thouſand Graces, and a thouſand Charms 
Aſſert your Title to the Muſe's Arms: 
Modeſt at firſt, as baſhful Virgins woo'd, 
She feign'd to run ----- but 'twas to be purſu'd ; | 
Toev'ry Science ſhe for Shelter flew, 
You follow'd ſtill, and kept the Nymph in view; 
Tir'd with the Chaſe, what Wiles cou'd ſhe employ! 
No more reſerv'd, She own'd the amorous Boy; 6 
Proud to be won, and Courts you to enjoy. 

When Daphne ver the Plain cut-ſtript the Wind, 
With flying Steps, and left the God behind; 
In vain was all the Mighty Pans Art, 
With ſofteſt Sounds to move the Virgin's Heart: 
Not fo, your ſweeter Muſe in vain had pray'd, 
But new-born Love had ſeiz'd the yielding Maid; 
Each melting Note had pierc'd her liſt'ning Ear, 
Had ſtop'd her Courſe, and won the flying Fair. 

Kind Heav'n to ev'ry Favourite we find 
Has ſome one darling Excellence aſſign'd. 
Which graceful ſits aloft, and triumphs in the Mind. 9 
Thus Wreaths immortal for our Churchill grow, 
Tis his ro vanquiſh, and tepel the Foe. 
"Tis Wiſe Godolphin's Buſineſs to debate, 
To curb a Faction, and to ſave the State, 
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Whilſt 


74 
Whilſt Beauties to a different Genius due 
Blend their United Beams, and ſhine in you. : 
Cool in the Cloſer, eager in the Fight, 
"Tis yours to Conquer, and tis yours to Write; 
Sweetly to mix the Lawrel with the Bays,” | 
And ſing the Triumphs which you help'd to raiſe : 
Whilſt both our Admiration muſt Command, 
The Hero's Actions, and the Poet's Hand. 
As Maſter-Pencils take the ſtricteſt Care, 
To draw a Goddeis, and adorn the Fair, 
With labour'd Stroaks of Art to court the Sight, 
And place their Beauties in the finelt Light; 
A bright Monthermer claims a Titians Hand, 
And Angelo ſhould paint a Sunderland. 
Thus glorious Monarchs ask the loftieſt Scenes, 
And mightieſt Heroes claim the niceſt Pens; 
Virgil alone ſhould an Mneas draw, 
Spencer, ' Elizabeth, and Garth Naſſaw,; 
Stepney's rich dreſs is Great Exyento's due, 
But greater MAR L BRO claims a Muſe in You. 
© VVhen fam'd Auguſtus rul'd th' Imperial State, 
And fixt the tott'ring V Yorld's uncertain Fate, 
Beneath his gentle and ſucceſsful Sway, 1 
Diſſolv'd in Eaſe the wanton Nations lay, 5 
And ev'ry Sun brought forth an Holiday; 
And when as oft as rowling Years reſtor d 
© That happy Day which gave the V Vorld a Lord, 
The gratetul Muſe her ſweeteſt Tribute pay'd, 
And ſung the Flero whom the Earth obey'd, 
VVhilſt the attentive Tiber flow'd along, Sf 
And to old Oceans V Vaves convey'd the Poet's Song. 
See Britons, ſee, the mighty Ara come, 
V Vhich ſhades the Glories of Imperial Rome; 
Let her no more her mighty Cæſars boaſt, | 
VVhoſe Conqueſts are in nobler Triumphs loſt ': 
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[8] 
No more their dazting Pomp ſhall charm the Sight, 
For ever loſt; they (ink in endleſs Night; 
As in a V Vane of Glory fade away, 
In Anna's fiercer Blaze, and brighter Day: 
On Pow'r uſurpt their mighty Empire ſtood, 
And all its vaſt Foundation laid in Blood ; 
Their daring, Chiefs Tyrannically brave 


Fought to ſubdue, and make the VVorld a Slave To 8 


VVhilſt Anna's Breaſt a nobler Motive warms, 
And bids her ſtrike where Juſtice calls to Arms: 
No Luſt of Pow'r which happy Conqueſis yield, 


* 1 4 
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Eier drew ber Temp tate Hero to the Field; | 


In pity to Mankind his Sword he draws, 


And bravely fights both Heay'ns, and Anna's Cauſe : 


For Right he cikes, Religion, Liberty, 
To raiſe th Oppreſt, and et the Injur'd Free, 


For which, O Rome your V Yarriour's Pride ſhall cea 


And Time forget who Great Aug uſtus was,; IP 
A mightier Churchill fills the Voice of Fame, 
And ev'ry Muſe ſhall ſing of Anna's Name ; 
Tiber no more ſhall boaſt his golden Streams, 

But yield in Glory to his Siſter Thames, 


» 
le, 
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Fail Pow'r of Verſe, Times.richeſt Hiſtoryy 


Thou bright Reward of Manly Chivalry z 

In Maro's Lines the warring Chief we view'd ; 

Troy's lateſt Hope, in glitt ring Arms renew'd : 

And here thro' Flames the Hero cuts his way, 

And here in Safety bears the pious Prey; 

Here vanquiſh'd Squadrons to the Victor yield, 

And with a purple Stream diſtain the Latian Field. 
Hail Albion's Muſe, thou bright Czleſtial Dame, 

Thou firſt, and faireſt in the round of Fame; 

In Thee Brittanias Hero ſhall be found, 


VVith God - like Acts, and freſher Lawrels Crown'd : 


And lo, behold upon the adverſe ſide, 


Fir d with Ambition, and elated Pride; VVith 
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VVich ſettled Anger, and collected Might, 
The hot Bavarian leads his Troops to Et, 
He meets his mighty Foe upon the Plain, 
And ſtands the I hunder of his Arm again. 
As like an Oak the fierce Megentius ſtood, 
And towr'd aloft o'er all the ignobler V Vood, 
Proudly diſdain'd the dull inferior Band, 
And bravely dar'd the mighty Trojan's Hand; 
© Is this their Chief, he cry'd, who comes from far, 
© To Conquer Kingdoms with invaſive V Var, 
© Troy's only Relique, whom the Gods could ſpare, 
© If Gods there are, who make the V Vorld their Care; 
© O that his Friends were treble on the Plain, 
© And Greater Hector was reviv'd again 
This Sword alone, ſhou'd ſtop the Iuvader's Courſe 
I boldly own no other Gods but Force - 
Aloud he Spoke, avenging Heav'n ſtood by, 
Heard the audacious Boaſt, ana faw the Tyrant fly. 
Amaz'd he fled, a mournful Sound from far 
Flew ſwiftly on to wound the Father's Ear; 
(Too early Bloom of riſing Glory lain) 
That his unhappy Lauſus preſs d the Plain; 
Struck wirh the mortal Wound he backward flies, 
Rage in his Breaſt, and Light'ning in his Eyes; 
Puſh'd by his Fate he blindly ruſhes on, 
But ſinks beneath a Force ſuperiour to his own. 
Thus ſullen the Bavarian Hero fat, 
And frowning grumbled o'er his adverſe Fate; 
He ſcarce beliey'd that he could poorly fly, 
And not in fighting Fields more bravely dye: 
But oh! too ſure, too fatal Marks remain, 
The glittering Pride of vanquiſh'd Gallia ſlain, 
Like Winters Leafs ſtrew'd all the Victor's Way, 
Nor left, we fancy'd, room for ſuch another Day. 
Yer when with heating Wings the Spring returns, 


With a new Fire his glowing Boſom burns: | 
9 * And 
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And now, he cries, I heir boaſted Chief ſhall yield, 
A bloody Int'reſt due for Blenhe:m's Field, 

Would he was Greater ſtill, my Sword ſhoul1 try 

Who Meriis moſt from Glory, He or I. 

Fortune, dull Guddels, to my Intereſt blind, 

Shal! yer be mine, PI1 force her to be kind: 

Loit, as Il am, I ſcorn a poor Retreat, ä 

The Brave, tho' vanquiſh'd are a Match for Fate: 

Thus thund'ring Arm ----Deluded Prince! what Pow'r 


Could ſhield Injuſtice from th' avenging Hour? 
Scatter'd by Winds your empty T hreats were vain, 


That Hand which vanquiſh'd once, cou'd conquer thee a- 


Methinks I hear the Briton's fierce Alarms; (gain. 
O Energy Divine! O glorious clank of Arms, 
A Manly V1gour, and a ſprightly Grace 
Dart from his Limbs, and lighten in his Face: 
The adverſe Hoſts ſtand ready to engage, 
And fird with Glory menace diſtant Rage ; 
Death hov'ring o'er his Sword expecting ſtands 
Its promis'd Harveſt from the Hero's Hands, 
Fierce as a Winters Storm he drove along, 


| Aadon cher flying Rear in Terrour hung, 


Whilſt by his conqu'ring Arm ſuch Heaps are ſlain, 

As Crimſon dy'd the Field, and gaac'd Ramillia's Plain. 
The gazing Sun ſtruck with Attention ſtood, 

And look'd with Joy upon the Field of Blood ; 

Shine out, fair Planer, with unuſual Light, 

Nor ever hope to ſee abraver Sight : 


As by divine Command you ſmiling roſe, 


And fought Heavens Quarrel againſt [jraeÞs Foes, 
Check'd your bright Courſers in the fiery Way, 

And ſtop'd your Chariot to prolong the Day; 

Great was the Miracle, but greater {till 

Attends the Motion of the Heav'nly Will : 

Shine out, fair Planet, from your Native Skies, | 
And Wond'ring ſee a fecond Foſoua rife. Darling 


—— 
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1 
Darling of Heav'n, and Nature's lovely'{t Child; 
Amazing Liberty leapt up, and ſmil'd; 
oy in her Eyes, and all ſerene her Look, 
And \Marlhrovgh's Form the ſhining Viſion took; 
How welcome mult the lovely Stranger be, 
Brabantia, clog'd with Slavery, to Thee? 
Think on the Bondage you fo long have mourn'd ; 
And think by whom that Liberty return d; 
For Liberty return'd, the Victor meet, 
And grateful pay your Thanks at your Reſtorer's Feet. 
As leſſer Lights their radiant Circles run 
Around his Orb, and ſeem to court the Sun; 
Who kindly does their fading Beams ſupply , 
Himſelf a Flood of Light, great Nature's watchful Eye; 
To diſtant Worlds his ſmiling Beams appear, 
To paint the Spring, and crown the luſty Year. 
Go on, auſpicious Chief, proceed in Fight, 
And round you lend to leſſer Orbs your Light ; 
Inflame their Motion by your quick'ning Ray, 
Diſpel the Gloom, and bleſs the World with Day : 
To Climes remote your vig'rous Warmth impart, 
To fire the Poet's Brain, and raiſe the Warriour's Heart. 
As when th* Almighty look'd on Chao's Face, 
And quickned by his Word the lumpiſh Maſs, 
From her old Throne depos'd tyrannick Night, 
And cheer'd the Infant World with chearful Light; 
Nature beheld her Charms ſerene and Mild , 
In blooming Beauty, and Creation ſmiPd. 
Thus Mighty Anna at your dread Command, 
Fair Union ſhall ariſe to bleſs the Land; 
Wild Anarchy ſhall hide its hated Face, 
And Party- Storms be huſh'd into a Peace: 
The healing Work ſo happily begun, 
Shall in a Golden Series ſmoothly rung 
Whilſt Story will commit to future Scenes 
The Wiſeſt Senate, And the beſt of Queens. (3 


123 
O gen'rous Mule! a Theme like this might warm 
The nobleſt Breaſt, and all your Farcy charm : 
Thee, only Thee, Apollo has in Sight, 'F 
To Match his Fires, and do the Hero right; 
To fix his Fame your tuneful Tribute bring, 
Boldly the Britaz Fought, do you as ſweetly ling. 
As Great Achilles once a Homer charm d, | 
And with reſiſtleſs Fires the Writer warm'd; 
Still he ſurvives, and will for ever ſtand, 
As made Immortal by the Poer's Hand : 
Of nobler Vertues, and of brighter Fame, 
Ages to come ſha!l learn your Churclull's Name,; 
Whilſt diſtant Times ſhall in your Numbers view 
The firſt of Heroes, and of Poets roo. 
One Maſter- Work remains to crown the Scene 5 
Whilſt ANNA claims the Beauties of your Pen; 
Rich Fancy with unerring Judgment join, 
And add their Coul'ring to ſome juſt Deſign) 
So ſhall She long to diſtant, Limes elf: 
The brighteſt Glory of the ſmiling Lear 
Her laſting Fame ſhall bear Eternal Sway, - 
Unrouch'd by Time, unknowing of „ „ 
Fix d as the Triumphs of Romulis's Day. 


Admiring Worlds before the Wes will ſand); 
And wond'ring, own the Juſtice of your Hind): 
With annual Fruits bend down before her Shrine, 
And * pay their Second Ten to Thine. 


Lately Fubliſh'd, A Satr againſt Wine. | 
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